KABLOONA

Abruptly, the sound of the gripping jaws and smacking lips was
gone. Their appetite, like a fever, had fallen away. A kind of
somnolent appeasement filled the tent, and half these Eskimos
were already snoring in the places where a moment ago they
had been gulping and belching. Ohudlerk sat nodding and
ruminating, and in this tranquillity my nerves relaxed and I
myself began to doze.

For the first of many many times I looked at the seal-oil lamp,
at the warm and gentle glow that rose from the wick floating in
the blubber, and there descended into me an affection for this
primitive utensil that I am sure will never leave me.. This lamp
is not a cruet but an open vessel hollowed out of soapstone and
filled with seal blubber which melts as the flame heats it. The

wick, made of a sort of cotton grown on the tundra, is shaped
with the fingers into a saw-tooth length and floats along the
edge of the vessel just above the rim. For more light, you
lengthen it; for less it is made shorter. When the lamp smokes
the wick is of course too long: with a stick made of soapstone you
crush it down. If the lamp splutters, the vessel wants replenish-
ing. You put your hand into a barrel of blubber, take out two
or three chunks, and let them down into the vessel where they
drop \vith a soft thud. No one who had not lived with this lamp
within the confines of a small space, tent or igloo, can know the
radiance it creates, the friendliness and intimacy that radiate
from it When you are alone with the seal-oil lamp, you are
alone with your thoughts, and you have need of nobody. I was
to owe it a great deal of consolation in the months to come.
Next day we left the fish-camp and returned to Gjoa Haven.
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